AT   HOME
June twenty-fifth, 19x5, n p.m.

JOYCE is at home again for her summer vacation. I think
twelve years must be a difficult age for a girl. She isn't a mere
child, and has a long way to go before she is a young woman.
I am not quite sure how we are going to amuse her here.
She says she doesn't want to study during vacation, and
one cannot blame her for that. She has no very serious
interest in the piano or any other music. Having been out
of town for so many months, she seems to have lost con-
nection with her former friends here. I asked her if she
would like to invite a couple of her school companions as
house guests for a while, but she thinks they are all spending
their holidays with their families; many of them at the sea-
shore. Joyce wonders why we can't go to the seashore too; but
it is quite impossible for me to get away now. I suggested a
girls' camp, but she doesn't like the discipline; admits that
she is too lazy to keep up with the various activities.
I am afraid I have not done a very good job in bringing
up this child. Joyce has fleeting seizures of demonstrative
affection for me, interspersed with longer periods of de-
tachment. She is restless, and I cannot contrive anything
to occupy her mind. Everything will be all right when she
returns to school in September. She has a good many of
the erraticisms of her Grandfather Cummings; not all of
them, I devoutly hope.